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most elaborate dishes, especially ortolans, of which bird that country is a favourite haunt. There were vehement speeches against ' the enemies of liberty.' Numerous toasts were drunk, and we did not break up till ten o'clock—rather too late to return to Bompart. My father could not well leave his entertainers at the moment of rising from table, so he decided to sleep at Cavaillon, and the rest of the evening passed in pretty noisy conversation. Gradually the company dropped off home, and we were left alone. Next morning, on rising, M. Gault asked the landlord what was our share of last night's festivity, supposing it to be a picnic, at which each guest would pay for his own dinner. The man handed him a bill for 1,500 francs, the good patriots not having paid a mortal sou ! "We heard afterwards that some had expressed a wish to pay their share, but the great majority had pointed out that to do so would be an insult to G eneral Marbot! Captain Gault was furious; but my father, after recovering from his first astonishment, shouted with laughter, and bade the landlord come for his money to Bompart. We returned thither at once, and said nothing about the affair to our host. His servants were handsomely vailed; and the Durance having fallen, we took the opportunity to cross it, and make our way to Aix. Though I was not old enough to discuss politics with my father, from things which I had heard him. say, I was inclined to believe that his Republican views had in the past two years been much modified, and that some of the remarks made at the Cavaillon dinner had given them a final shock; but he never showed any annoyance on the subject of the so-called * picnic.3 On the contrary, he was much amused by the wrath of M. Gault, who kept saying, i I do not wonder that those scamps ordered such quantities of ortolans, regardless of cost, and called for all those bottles of expensive wines.'
We slept at Aix, and pushed on to Nice. This was our last day of posting. As we crossed the lovely mountain and forest of the Esterel we met the colonel of the 1st Hussars, who was returning from the army to the dep6t at Le Puy en Velay, with an escort of one officer and several troopershat, owing toesumed
